Back in the city many things you lived for are coming apart. Transistor rock still fills back yards, in the parks young men do things to hondas; there will be heat lightning, beer on the porches, goings on. That is not it.
And you are still on the highway. There are no houses, no farms. Across the median, past the swish and thud of the northbound cars, beyond the opposite fences, the fields, the climbing escarpment, solitary in the bright eye of the sun the birches dance, and they dance. They have their reasons. You do not know anything. Cicadas call now, in the darkening swollen air there is dust in your nostrils; a kind of laughter; you are still on the highway. "400: Coming Home" taken from Civil Elegies and Other Poems by Dennis Lee, copyright © 1972. Published by House of Anansi Press.
Dive in:
1. Roads and highways are often used as a metaphor for life's journey. If that's the case, where on the "road of life" do you sense this speaker is? How do they feel about their situation? What do they care about? What clues does the poet leave for you to discover this information? 2. This poem gets a lot of energy from its verbs. List all the verbs, and try to replace them with others to see how the poem might change. Useful Links
